motives in your heart, nor do I ask them. Even as an Adorao I am not
sure that I should condemn your action. For it seems to me that a
man of honour should travel cautiously when rancour is the signpost."
And thoughtfully he quoted Juvenal: ** 'Nunquarn ad liquidam fama
perducitur'. As a priest, however, I am clear, I should commit a
treachery if I did not oppose viadictivenes*. And the view of the priest
goes deeper than the view of the man." He gathered his scarlet cloak
about him. "Follow the voice of your conscience, Prospero, whatever
men may say." He raised his hand in benediction. "God be with
you."

Madonpa Aurelia was silent only until the door had closed upon
the departing prelate. "That is but the view of a priest," she said in
scorn. "It will not help you with the \vor!d."

But Prospero did not answer her. .Hie view of the priest had
profoundly startled him, and left him deep in thought. Seeing him
silent, his head bowed, as she supposed in sorrow, she spoke again.
"You would have done better to have toldRainaldo the whole truth.**

He roused himself.

"So that he may publish it?"

"He would keep faith with you."

"Would he?" He passed a hand over his pale brow in a gesture
of distress. "Does their contempt matter? You heard what the
Cardinal said? Was it less than true? This uncle and these cousins
swollen with indignation at the lack in me of the virtue they think I
should possess. What virtue is in them? What sacrifice have they
ever made? By what means do they propose to avenge the Adorno
honour?"

XVL   THE CHOICE
PROSPERO WALKED WITH HIS uncle Giovacchino in the Cardinal's
garden, where azaleas, lately brought from the New World which a
Genoese had discovered, blazed in the early mornirxg sunlight.
The disturbance the Cardinal had stirred in his soul only the
Cardinal could allay.
So he had sought in confession an easement of his tormenting
perplexities, taking his uncle for his confessor.
Now as they sauntered between trim boxwood hedges centuries
old, their talk being concerned with what had been confessed was still
under seal. The confession itself, full and frank, had been sterile*
"My son, I cannot grant you absolution," the Cardinal had wist-
fully told him. "There must first be a purpose of amendment. Until
you cast out from your heart all thought of vengeance you continue
in a state of sin."
"There is no issue from it save by the pathway of dishonour."
Thus argued Prospero in the secret hope that the argument might be
refuted. It was not.
"That may be man's judgment. I am concerned with God's. I
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